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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

And pours gold notes from every bough 

Of his old sacred apple-tree. 
But he has lost his magic now — 

He cannot sing you back to me. 

Margaret DeLaughter 



LOVE'S PASSING 

Gold as the sun, 

Bold as a boy, 
Your wanton wings waken 

The love you destroy, 
Leaving within the heart of each flower 
Longing for an impassioned hour. 

Shade of the sea, 

Maid of the sky, 
Your azure wings beat on 

My heart as you fly 
Dreamily on in a happy trance, 
Letting me wither with never a glance. 

Rare as a pearl, 

Fair as a nun, 
Your white wings inspire 

The love that you shun, 
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Gladys Edgerton 



Rising from passion and glad desire 
Into the sun's heart higher and higher. 

Flown from the world, 

Blown like a breath, 
You leave me earth-rooted 

And wedded to death, 
Wasting for lips I have never known, 
Hoarding my fragrance for you alone ! 



MY SEPULCHRE 

The flame blue of heaven glows overhead, 
Under my halting feet crisp leaves burn red. 
Oh, what an ecstasy now to be dead ! 

Oh, what an ecstasy now to lie down 

One "with the autumn earth pulsing and brown — 

So in the sunlight to slumber and drown ! 

To drown in a sea of gold, melt into air 

Crisp with the tang of frost, pungent and rare — 

Sunshine my sepulchre, wind my last prayer! 

Gladys Edgerton 
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